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Vpon his party for the gaine there of, 

Aad there vpon he fends you this good newest 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 

Tire kindred of the Queene, mutt die at Tomfret. 

Haft.Indecdcl am no mourner for this newes, 

Becaufe they hauc bcene (till mine enemies : 

But that He giue my voyce on Richards fide, 

To b me my matters heires in true dittnt, 

God knawes I will not do it to the death. 

Cat . God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious minde, 
Haft . But I flrall laugh at this a t welmonth heuce. 

That they who brought me to my matteis bate, 

I line to looke vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Cate shy. Cat. What my Lord ? 

Haft, Ere a Fort-night make me elder, 
lie lend l'ome packing that yet thinke not one i t. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard, and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous, monftrous, and fo fals it out 
W ith %i*trsy %ughan,Gray, and lb twill doo 
With ibme men else, who thinke themlelues as life 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft.l know they doc and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter L erd Stanley . 

What my L. where is yout Boatc-fpcareman ? 

Fcare you the Boare, and goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L-good morrow.* good morrow Cattbyi 
You may ieft one, bur by the holy Roode, 

I doe not like thefe fcuerall counfds I. * 

Haft, My L.I hold my life as deareas you doeyours, 
And neucr in my life I doe proteft. 

Was it mote precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our Hate fecurc, 

I would befo triumphant as, lam? 

Stan. The Lords otPomfret when they rode from Loftibii, 
Weie iocund,and fuppofdc their ftates was fure, 

’ w And 


e/Richard the Third, 

Andindeedehad nocaufeto miftraft.- 
But yet you fee how foone the day orecaft. 

This fuddaen fcab of rancor I mifaoubt, 
pray God I fay, I proue a necdlcfle coward, 

Butcomemy Lord {hall we to the Tower? 

Haft. I go : but flay , beare you not the newes ? 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their b tads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their bats .♦ 

Bat come my L. let vs away. Exit. L, Stanley, & Cat . 

Hall. Go you before lie follow prefently. 

Enter Haftings a Turfmant. 

Haft. Well met Haftings, how goes the world with thee f 
Pur. The better that it pleafe ycurgood Lordfhip to ask? 
Haft' I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now wee mectc 
Then was Igoing prifener to the Tower, 
Bythefuggeftionofthe Quccnes alies .* 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe cnemyes are put to death, 

And I i n better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur. Gcd fold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramtrcy Haftings, holdfpend thou that. 

He gtues him his pur/e, 

God faue your Lordfhip. Exit. pur. Enter aPritft. 
Haft. What Sir lobn, you are well met: 

I am beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabboth,and I will content yovk.Hewbifpert 
Enter Buckingham, fin his ears, 

Bue. How now Lord Chamber laine , what talking with a 
Yourfriendsat Tom fret they doa need the Prieft. (pneft. 
Your Honour hath no ftriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy matt, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde : 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Bue, I do, but long I iliall rot flay, 

I (hall returns .before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough for l flay dinner there. 

8*c, And fuppet too although toou kno weft it not 2 
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